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Yes! O Yes! O Yes! If there be any Mar in Town ot 
Country, or among the C:ts and Bumkjns, That can give 

Notice whar is become of a certain Engliſh Monſieur, 
with a certain French Name, who hath abſconded him- 
| ſelf after all Htis'great Btayado's, and fled from Juſtice, 
fearing ro beceme a Popiſh Martyr ; ler him inform one H. B. who ve 
much'miſſes him, and he ſhall be well rewarded for his pains. But 
that ir may be very well thought he now lies lurking in Maſquerade, 
we will endeavour to give you ſome certain Marks that you may know 
him by. He is firſt, a man- of Blood, and nor the Son of rhe People; 
for ſo G rells the Parliament in his Appeal, a little before his laſt adieu 
to this World, preparing himſelf for a better, ſo rhat you might ſup- 
poſe he wasJult gorie into his Cloſer to Hang himſelt ; bur this is but 
one of his Slippery Tricks to make the VYorld believe what. he ne- 
ver intends: For if you ſhou'd go into his Cloſer, thinking to find 
him there, fairly Hatiging like a Fack 4 Let, you will be deceived, but 
there perhaps you may tind Halters enough to do it for him, made 
out of his own Fapers, twiſted rogether with Sedition, Conſpiracy, 
and ſome ſeeing Threds of Loyalty, which he picks forth on all oe- 
caſions, and reprints as ſufficient Proofs and Remarks of his great Inte- 
rity, Innocency and Fidelity to the Proteſtant Religion, after he has 
abuſed the Profeſſors of it all he can. Bur, for all his Blood, rhey fay, 
he is the ſpawn of the Devil, begot upon the VVhore of Babylon, and 
though he hides his Monſtrous ſhape in ſeveral fine Drefſes, he may 
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be known by his ſlinking Breath and Cloven Foot. He has ſeveral diſ- 
guiſes and ſhapes into which he purs himſelf, a meer Pro:ew to clude 
the People, a jugling State Hocus Pocus, an Omne quare, a Chamelion 
thatcan live on the Air of Loyalty, -and not feed on the delicious bir of 
a Thouſand pounds when proffered him. He is a ſtrange Beaſt and 
Monſter, That has been as troubleſome to Londor, as ever Sphinx was 
to Thebes, and there wants an 0egipms to unriddle him. You muſt nr 
belicye his 17 Se; ray = and Book s,tor he can juggle you our of 
your ſcnſes,and make you believe *tisDay when 'tisNighr.He is a grear 
Orator, and writesin a brief Laconique Stile, he is excellent ar ſimi- 
lies, and knows all the Tropes and Figures of Rherorick. He is a great 
Scho'ar, being taught by his Father, and is ſo uſed to VVriting and 
Scribling, that he can make a Book in his ſleep: Bur he has writ of 
ſo many variovs ſabje&s, that *rwiil be hard ro know him by lis 
Pen, fer he is not the ſame, nor writes the ſame things, nor wears the 
ſime face in 80, he did in 50 and 51. He ſometimes puts on the 
ape of an Angel of Toyalty, and the very_ Geni-s it ſelf of the 
Church of £x7/aad : and will tell you on his Salyation That he.never 
was at Maſs ſince 61, though there are ſome that will ſwear the con- 
trary. But ifyou doubr of him, Tell him he is a Papiſt in Maſquerade, 
or at lea{t Popiſhly inclined, and he will be very angry, aud go nect ro 
ſpit in your face ; if you ſuſpe him,be ſure you look in his mouth, for 
he- harh a Venomous Tongue. and his Chaps are all black and foul, 
within his Breath ſtinks horribly, and he hath fore biting Fangs; he 
uſually carries about him a Cat of Nine Tails, wherewith he claws 
off all thoſe that ſeek to diſcover him : He has alſo moſt commonly his 
chief Inſtrument of Sedition in his hand, his Pen, which now upon his 
Flight is perhaps pur. juſt behind his Ear, or elſe you'l find it in his 
Pocker,till ze has another fit Oppaxtuniry to make uſe of it;with thar 
Inftrament he has performed moreDeeds of Chivalry than ever did the 
Invincible Do» 2uixet , and rather. than he will want work, he will 
fight with. his own ſhadow, and aſſaujr Wind-mills of his own Crea- 
ting, you may make ſome Diſcovery of him by his good qualities. 
Fe is a great Conjuret,' for he can make a man fight with himſclf, and 
ſet his two Names together by the Lars, he can make the Right Hand 
beat the Left, and the Left theRight ; he can do many other Tricks 
of Legerdemain, and cunningly caſt a Miſt before your Eyes , and 
when he Jeers and Laughs you ro Scorn, will make you think that he 
is very Civil to you, Courtcous and Kind. He is alſo a very good 
Painter, | he can draw, his Encmics beyond the Life, he knows and hits 
th> very motions of their Noſes and Mouths, tells you all their nartu- 
ral Defects, and ſets them forth ſo plainly, that you may know them 
when you meet *em, though you never ſaw 'em before. He has ma- 
ny bold irokes, for he can draw Landskips of States, Kingdoms, Re- 
ligions, TranſaCtions, and the whole Hiſtory of our late times in Skel- 
dry, and make them ſpeak too, 
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Fe is alſo a noted Fidler, for he is always playing on the Strings of 
the Srore, which ke ſcrews up toa great height, and would ſte :rch be- 
id rhe Gm! he is the Vied-Piper of L24don who wouid tain have 
a''1iv Anaves and. cols to Dance after him, thar he might lead them 
Fy1::e Noſe tothink he makes Loyal Harmony ; He has the Voice 
G1 2 *v.., which aeceives many an honeſt man, and makes him leave 
rc Ship of i {cty,.and-iall headlong and blindfold into the Sea of Dan- 
ger and Calamity- and Jeſuitical Conſpiracy. He has alſo Circean 
Arts, and can tutn any Body into what ſhape. he pleaſes, the whole 
Pudy 0: I'resby terians into Moni ers, the Flor into Shams, and Ridi- 
ce, the " oval to a Fhanatict, rhe Jeſuite ro a Sainr,: ctitions ro Re- 
betlion, 7 ;berty ro T'vranny, and all Writings* againti him into Libels, 
'tisverv 1. e109 Will {ind him with his Appea! in his Pocker, and a 
T ic his Vicuth ; for he is ſeldom withour one ; he Chews it like 
3 + 56, you mall not believe what he ſays, for he is an apr Schollar, 
and ;:$ 'earn' ll | alt and Looſe of the Jeluites: He has very pierce- 
ig £18, 11. can ſee through all the Diſguiſes of the Fresbyterians, 
| pd 0; tiieir Shawl lots and thanatical Deſigns : they are very 
© | picks, for the ©* tion ro ſee by , which ſhew things thar 
ver vere, and muke of a Mole-hill a Mountain. He makes uſe of 

- of Jcſunical Spectacles, which he always carries about him that 

©$ him ſce Weod tor Trees, and all thar will not be incl4ned ro 
pcrv. to be dangerous, feditious and conſpiring Perſons: They al- 
r-preient many Loyal Ferſons to be Commonwea'ths-men, and wito- 
evirluibs through them will think they ſee tEree Kingdoms Convert- 
ed intc a Ealluting-Box ; you may know him by his talking with tim- 
{-'t, ke is mo{i Excellent at Diaioguing, a right Fencer at Proand . oz; 
t e puts Caſcs mol dextcrouliy, and moſt commonly the wrong ſide 
out: You liind him amoig . the Factious and as bulſye as rhe beii, he 
maſ, be empioyed ſome way or other. Fold him faſt if you rake him, 
ſor he is apt to elude Honeliy and good-meaning, nothing can bind 
this P-ote- but the Farliament, their VViſdom « nly can 6nd our his 
Diſguiſed Shapes, take them off and ſhew him in his true Figure ; 'Tis 
their Juſtice he fears, or elſe he would-never ſeek ro evade it, and for 
all kis Lirreral Juſlifications, this tiip our of the way, argues his Guilr, 
and that he cannot ſtand the Telt, 
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HE Crack-fart of the Nation's fled, 

Who had ſo many MAgoits bred ; 
He ſaw it was not ſafe 10 ſtay, 
But wiſer far to'run away, 
A long time he had made a Noiſe, 
Roring aloud mith Thundrine Voice. 
Making a fume and ſtinking ſcent, 
Not Dreaming of a Parliament. 
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Before thit he away did ftedl , 

He wiſely puts forth his Appeal 
And like a very Crafty Elf, 
Would have you think he'd hang'd himſelf : 
But that his turn will never F as, 

He may have what he does deſerve : 
For moſt that knew him ſtill did think, 
He would at laſt go out in ſtink, 

Tho" he had got a curious eArt, 

And could with skill perfume a Fart : 
Which he would hold unto your Noſe, 
And make you think it was a Roſe. 
Theſe to H. B. the Crack-fart [old, 
Bartering with him Faris for Gold, 

of which « gain, for "twas his Trade, 
He profit ard good Money made. 

But Crack-fart now has left hs Sation, 
And Can no more perfume the Nation. 
For it ſeems the Parliament, 

Does no ways like or love the Scent. 
And all his Cracks diſcus d by Arts, 
Prove ſtinking, tho" perfumed Farts. 
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